left arm on the glass.
Im‘\t}lﬂnr!’l cried. That hurt.

My arm throbbed. It felt as
if & heavvweight boxer had
thrown a punch at it.

‘Are you OK? asked my dad,
David Longman, 51, as he saw me
winece with pain.

‘Fine, I lied.

We're going to
love, he promised.

Well, we'd better, because
1 was losing hope fast.

When I was & my arm had
started swelling up and become
really painful. Eventually, I'd
been diagnosed as havinga
vascular tumour growing between

 elbow and wrist, in the middle
of two bones running through my

5 the hospital doors
swished shut behind me,
1 accidentally knocked

t this sorted,

arm, the radius and the ulna.
Apparently a vascular tumuu{s
Py

a bit like a strawberry birthm

Louise Longman, 21, Aspley, Nottinghamshire

| tried to put
M on abrave face
inhospitzl, but
b | lwasin agony

but it grows beneath the skin,

rather than on the surface.
The tumour was Non-cAncerous,

but it was growing, so I had surgery

to remove it

For the next 10 vears it seemed
fine. Then five vears ago, when
I was 16, the swelling and pain

MNow | can get on
| with the rest of my
life free from pain

started to get steadily worse, he'd managed to find someone in
It turned out that what I'd the UK who did the treatment.
thought was just scar tissue was 1f it didn't work this time, I'd
v the tumour coming back.  definitely have to hl.w:lnn ag;n“
Over the yvears, the pain had amputated from the elbow down.
gradually bi.ﬁme unmblt The So, here we ?:d?::]t the \'acnunnl
tumour was M Lazer Centre
t i at University Col
ey c.f?.f Gradually, the %ot Condon.”
a surgeon would P let it work...
have to scrape away pﬂll'l bE(ame Hi Lﬂuise.' grinned
loads of bone, ist as we
leaving it o thin that unbearable’ t;'n!ked into Iﬁal’ﬁm
it would break all m going to
time, 'I'I'.Lehinl}' aption was to Ii'b':jn hl];-]ﬂ]ilI]g wﬂuﬂrimtmmt.'
agony or have my arm amputated. ‘Hi, I smi
t a choice. . 1 understand vou had a failed

But Dad refused to give up. He'd
done loads of research on the
internet and found out
about something called
photodynamic therapy.

'le"i;&t :m'uhudﬂdnswrs
1 o 11 Huh
Eum Euﬁm inta

the bloodstream, then
using a laser to activate
chemicals in the fluid
to kill the tumour,

The chemicals in

the fluid make the
cells 'i'ﬁl"_ﬁ'ﬁ::;:iﬁ\t,!ﬂ
when hit with a strong
light they're killed.
It had sounded pretty
strange to me, but
- I'd been desperate.
I'd first tried it two

years earlier, in Russia, but
it had failed. 5till, Dad was
convinced it would work and
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treatment in Moscow, but what we
do here is slightly different. We use
a more modern version of the i

Remembering the agony I'd felt
as the fluid was injected into me

last time, I nodded. fully it
wouldn't be so painful this time.

But it was. The tumour had
affected the blood vessels in my
left arm so badly that the drug
needed to be injected into my
;tight arm to circulate through my

ood and get to the tumour,

As the liquid was injected
into me, :.T. urned horribly. The
stinging, hot sensation gradually
moved round my whole body,
lasting for three days.

On the third day, 1 finally
had the light therapy. Under

general anaesthetic, the light was
administered through a thin tube
inserted into my arm next to the
tumour. The whole thing only took
about 45 minutes.

The next day I felt my arm
— and my jaw droj .
The tumour had gone. The
treatment had worked!
All those vears of agony had
been finished with in one day.
But m{ trace of the tumour
that was left could regrow, so
two months later I had an ' MRI
gean (o be sure,
I almost cried when 1 got the

results. The tumour was gone,

It’s been eight months since
1 had the treatment and it hasn't
come back. [ can't believe green
muck saved my arm!



